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My Mother's Father 
By Patricia Maveety, '38 
T WAS not there the night you passed away; 
Nor did I see your coffin at the grave. 
And now a small stone marker with your name, 
Your birth, and death—no more—lies at your head, 
Because you wished it so. A telegram 
Brought me the news, "Grandfather died at dawn." 
A letter followed with the full account 
Of that last night and of the simple service 
My father's father led. I read the cards 
That came with flowers, which everyone who knew 
You sent. I read the letters from your friends 
To mother, telling the void your death had left. 
And yet—I can not feel that you are gone. 
Last summer when the two tea-roses bloomed— 
The yellow ones you helped me plant—I picked 
The first small bud that broke its tight green shell— 
To bring it in to you—before I thought. 
And often in the morning as I lay 
In bed, I smiled, thinking I heard your step 
So slow and soft upon the stairs, because 
You carried your brown slippers in your hand 
Always until you passed my door, for fear 
Of waking me. At evening when I played 
The songs you loved it seemed as though your voice 
A cracking tenor, out of tune, should join 
My fingers in those old-time melodies, 
"My Old Kentucky Home" and "Swanee River". 
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My bull-dog sat beside your chair and looked 
Around to see if you were there to rub 
Your foot along her back. There on the porch 
The swing still hung in which you used to nap. 
The books we loved were still upon the shelves. 
The lamp (at which you sat, and with a glass 
That magnified the type, picked out the news 
By whispering the letters to yourself) 
Still stood upon the table. Little things 
You used to say, my brother said, and I 
Would often turn to answer thinking you 
Had spoken. 
Now that I have gone away 
Again I watch my mailbox for the notes 
You used to type, with painful care, for me. 
I can not feel that you are far away. 
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